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The  Land  we  Live  in. 

THE  fparkling  liquor  fills  the  glafs. 
And  biifkly  round  the  board  it  go 
We  toaft  of  courle  our  favourite  lafs. 
And  drink  cunfufion  to  our  foes  : 
Then  each  in  turn  the  catchy  the  glee. 

The  fong,  the  toaft,  is  giving, 
And  ever,  as  it  comes  to  nie, 
I  give  The  land  we  live  in* 
Then^  rifing,  all  throughout  agree. 
With  a  loud  huzza  and  three  times  thre 
I  give  The  latid  we  live  in. 

The  Captain  aiways  gives  The  King, 

His  bofom  burns  a  loyal  flame  ; 
And  how  the  deicks  with  praifes  ring, 

At  valiant  Smith  and  Nelfon's  name ! 
God  fave  the  Qiieen  and  family  ! 

We  foon  in  turn  are  giving  j 
And  ever,  as  it  qomes  to  me, 

I  give  fhe  land  we  iive  in ! 

Then  rifing, 

Some  folks  may  envy  foreign  parts, 

And  wifti  to  gain  a  diftant  fliore  j 
Why,  let  th^em  go,  with  all  our  hearts^ 

We  fhal)  be  plagued  v  ith  them  no  moiS 
But  while  on  fliore  on  Englifh  ground. 

The  toaft  we  tars  are  giving, 
O  loudly  let  the  air  refound. 

The  glorious  land  vve  live  in. 
Then  let  all  rife,  and  join  with  me, 
In  a  loud  hu^za,  with  three  times  three, 

To  drink  The  land  we  live  in. 
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Adieu^  my  Native  Landy  Adieu  ! 

ADIEU,  my  native  land,  adieu  I 
The  veffel  ipreads  her  fuelling  fails  : 
Perhaps  1  never  more  may  view 

Your  fertile  fields,  your  flowery  dales. 
Delufive  hope  can  charm  no  more. 

Far  froru  the  faithlefs  maid  I  roam ; 
Unfriended  feek  fome  foreign  fhore, 
Unpitied  leave  my  peaceful  home. 

Farewell  dear  village^  oh,  farewell ! 

Soft  on  the  gale  thy  murmur  dies; 
I  hear  thy  folemn  evening  bell. 

Thy  fpires  yet  glad  my  aching  eyes. 
Though  frequent  falls  the  dazzling  tear, 

I  fcorn  to  {brink  from  Fate's  decree  : 
And  think  not,  cruel  oiaid^  that  e'er 

I'll  breathe  another  ligh  for  thee. 

In  vain,  through  (hades  of  frowning  night. 
Mine  eyes  thy  rocky  coaft  explore  j 


^  Deep  finks  the  fiery  orb  of  light, 
I  view  thy  beacons  nov^  no  more. 

Rife,  billows,  rife  !  Blow^  hoiiow  wind! 
(Nor  night,  nor  Itorms  nor  death  I  fear) 

Ye  friendly,  bear  me  hence,  to  find 
That  peace  which  fate  denies  me  here. 

'         Thdre^s  nae  LucU  about  the  House* 
A  ND  are  ye  fure  the  news  is  true  ? 


And  are  ye  lure  he's  weel  ? 
Is  this  a  time      taU^  oVwark  ? 
Make  hafte,  iet  by  your  wheel. 
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Is  this  a  time  to  talk  o'  wark. 

When  Collin's  at  the  door  ? 
Gi'e  me  my  cloak,  I'll  to  the  qu«y, 

And  fee  him  come  alhore. 
For  there's  nae  luck  about  the  houfe, 

There's  nae  luck  at  a'. 
There's  little  pleafure  in  the  houfe 

When  our  good-man's  awa*. 

Rife  up  and  mak  a  clean  fire-fide, 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot ; 
Gi'e  little  Kate  her  cotton  gown, 

And  Jock  his  Sunday  coat : 
And  mak  their  flioon  as  black  as  flaes. 

Their  hofe  as  white  as  fnaw  j 
It's  a'  to  pleafe  my  ain  good-man. 

For  he  likes  to  fee  them  braw. 

For  there's  nae  luck,  &c. 

There  is  twa  hens  into  the  bank, 

'S  been  fed  this  month  and  mair : 
Mak  hafte  and  thraw  their  necks  about. 

That  Collin  weel  may  fare  ; 
And  fpread  the  table  neat  and  clean, 

Gar  ilka  thing  look  braw : 
It's  all  for  love  of  my  good  man. 

For  he's  been  lang  awa'* 

Ah  !  there's  nae  luck,  &c. 
O,  gie  me  down  my  big  bonnet, 

My  biftiop's  fatin  gown^ 
For  I  maun  tell  the  Baillie's  wife 

That  Collin's  come  to  town : 


My  Sunday  flioon  they  maua  gae  on, 

My  hofe  o'  pearl  blue  ; 
It*s  a'  to  pleafe  my  ain  good-man. 

For  he's  baith  leel  and  true. 

Sure  there's  nae  Uick,  &c. 
Sae  true  his  words,  fae  fmooth  hh  foeech. 

His  breath  hke  caller  air  ; 
His  very  foot  has  mufic  in't. 

When  he  comes  up  the  ftair  : 
And  will  I  fee  his  face  again  ? 

And  will  I  hear  him  fp3ak  ? 
Tm  downright  dizzy  with  the  thought, 
"  In  troth  I  mlik)  to  greet. 

For  there's  nae  luck,  kc. 
The  cauld  blifts  of  the  winter  wind, 

That  thrilled  through  my  heart, 
They^re  a*  blawn  by,  I  hae  him  fife, 

Till  death  we'll  never  part. 
But  what  puts  parting  in  my  head  ? 

It  may  be  far  awa' : 
The  pre  fen  t  moment  is  our  ain, 

The  neitl  we  never  faw. 

And  there's  nae  luck,  &c. 
Since  Collin's  weel  Tm  weel  content, 

I  hae  nae  mair  to  crave, 
Could  I  but  live  to  mak  him  blefk, 

Vm  bleft  aboon  the  lave. 
And  will  I  fee  his  face  again  ? 

And  will  I  hear  him  fpeak  ? 
Vm  downright  dizzy  wi'  the  thought, 

In  troth  Tm  like  to  greet. 

And  there's  nae  luck,  Sec. 
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WiJly  was  a  wanton  Wag. 

ILLY  was  a  wanton  wag. 

The  blitheft  lad  tbat  e'er  I  faw  j 
At  bridals  ftiU  he  bore  the  brag. 
And  carryM  ay  the  gree  awa* : 
His  doublet  was  of  Zetland  (hag. 

And  wow  !  but  Willie  he  was  braw. 
And  at  his  (hoiilder  hung  a  tag. 
That  pleas'd  the  laffes  beft  of  a*. 

He  was  a  man  without  a  elag, 

Mis  heart  was  frank,  without  a  flaw  j 
And  ay  whatever  Willy  faid, 

1^  was  flill  hadden  as  a  law. 
His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag, 

V7hen  he  went  to  the  weapon-ihaw : 
Upon  the  green  nane  durft  him  brag. 

The  fient  a  ane  amang  them  a*. 

And  was  not  Willy  weel  worth  gowd  j 

He  won  the  love  o'  great  and  fma* ; 
For,  after  he  the  bride  had  kifs'd. 

He  kifs'd  the 'laffes  halefale  a*. 
Sae  merrily  round  the  ring  they  rowM, 

When  by  the  hand  he  led  them  a% 
Andfmack  on  fmack  on  them  beftow'd. 

By  virtue  of  a  ftanding  law. 

An*  was  na  Willy  a  great  lown. 

As  fiiire  a  lick  as  e'er  was  feen  ? 
When  he  danc*d  with  the  laffes  round. 
The  bridegroom  fpier'd  where  he  had  been  ? 
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Quoth  Willy,,  IVe  been  at  the  Hug, 
With^  faith,  my  (hanks  are  laJr ; 

Gae  ca*  y^^ur  bride  and  maidens  in. 
For  Willy  he  dow  do  nae  mair. 

Then  reft  ye,  Willy^  Til  gae  out. 
And  for  a  wee  fiil  up  the  ring ; 

But  (hame  light  on  his  fouple  fnout. 
He  wanted  Willy's  wanton  fling. 

Then  ftraight  he  to  the  bride  did  fare. 
Says,  Weel's  me  on  your  bonny  face. 

With  bobbing  Willy's  fiianks  are  fair, 
t  And  I  am  come  to  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom,  (he  fays,  you'll  fpoi!  the  dance. 
And  at  the  ring  you'll  ay  be  lag 

lUnlefs  like  Willy  ye  advance  ;  * 
O  !  Willy  has  a  wanton  leg  : 

For  wi't  he  learns  us  a'  to  ileer. 

And  foremoft  ay  bears  up  the  ring ; 

We  will  find  nae  lie  dancing  here, 

,y  If  we  want  Willy's  wanton  fling, 

!  The  Curly^Headed  Boy* 

MY  father  was  a  tarmer,  and  father^s  fon  am  I, 
And  down  in  theie  parCb  I  were  born ; 
When  but  a  fancy  urchin,  nQt  half  a  handfull  high, 
j    I  tented  the  fncep  night  and  morn : 
Both  dad  and  mammy  fpoiPd  me,  I  was  their  only  joy. 
And  they  call'd  me  their  pretty  Httle  curly-headed 
boy. 

So  I  play'd  andprsnk'dit  prettily,  for  life  waslut  atoyt 
^  Tb  the  very  nterry  pretty  little  ctt  ly-headed  boy. 
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But  foon  I  (hot  up  taller,  i  l  weeds  they  grow  apace 

Then  who  was  fo  likely  as  I  r 
The  ruddy  glow  of  lieaithfulnefs  ftood  laughing 
my  face, 

And  I  reckoned  th?it  I  look'd  pretty  {\v  ; 
For  our  village  girls  would  titter,  and  would 
with  feenning  joy, 

SeCv  there  goes  the  pretty  little  curlv-headed  boy 
So  I  kifs'd  and  r?  mp*d  it  prettily,  lor  life  was  but  a  t< 
To  the  very  merry  Lucy  little  curlj-headed  boy. 

Now  dad  and  njam  are  dead  and  gone,  the  lit 
farm's  my  ov\n. 
But  fo  ihipid^s  a  bachelor's  life, 
Ize  refolv'd  f^r  fuie  aa  farlain,  Ize  no  longer  !• 
afe  fDun  Jiet  me  a  wif^^.  f  alo  . 


So  in  that  cafe  mun  get  me  a  wif^^.  [alo 
Then  the  im^ige  of  his  dad  I  (hall  fee  to  crown  my  j, 

On  my  knee  another  pretty  little  curly-headed  bj 
O,  Ize  puife  and  teach  it  prettily,  while  wile  will 
with  joy. 

How  like  his  dad's  the  pretty  little  curly-headed  b- 


The  Bard*s  Legacy. 

WHEN  in  death  I  (hall  calm  recline, 
Oh  !  bear  my  heart  to  my  miiirefs  dearj 
Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  fmiies  and  wine 
Of  the  brighteft  hue  while  it  lingei'd  here  ; 

Bid  her  not  (lied  one  tear  of  forrow 
To  fully  a  heart  fo  brilliant  and  lighr. 

But  balmy  drops  from  the  red  grape  borrow, 
To  bathe  the  reiic  from  morn  till  night. 

When  the  light  of  my  fong  is  o'er, 
Oh  !  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall. 

Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door, 
Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call  ; 

And  fliould  feme  bard,  who  roams  forfakcn, 
Revive  its  loft  notes  in  paffing  along, 
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Oh  !  let  one  thought  of  its  mafter  awaken 
"our  warmeft  smile,  for  the  child  of  song. 

Take  this  cup,  which  is  now  overflowing, 

3  grace  yonr  revel  when  I'm  at  reft. 

Never,  oh  !  never,  its  h^ilm  beftowing 
lips  that  beauty  has  seldom  blest. 

But  if  fbme  fond  devoted  lover, 
y  5  her  he  adores  (hould  bathe  i4:s  brim, 
[,  Oh  !  then  my  fpirit  around  {hall  hover, 

nd  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  him. 

I 

Szveet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 

N  a  fmall  pleafant  village,  by  nature  complete, 
Of  a  few  honeft  (hepherds  the  quiet  retreat, 
here  liv'd  a  young  lafs,  of  fo  lovely  a  mien, 
jich  feldom  at  balls  or  ac  courts  can  be  ie€fl  s 
jhe  fweet  dama{k  rofe  was  iuli  blown  on  her  cheek, 
he  lily  displayed  all  its  white  on  her  neck  : 
be  lads  of  the  village  all  ftrove  to  prevail, 
jfld  cali'd  her,  in  raptures,  fweet  Nan  of  the  vale. 

pung  Hodge  fpoke  his  paflion,  till  quite  out  of  breath 
lying  Wounds!  he  could  hug  her  bi  kifs  herto  death; 
ind  Dick  with  her  beauty  was  fo  much  poflefs'd, 
}at  he  loathed  his  food,  and  abandon^  his  reii. 
'jt  Ihe  could  fiad  nothing  in  ihem  to  endear, 
►  fent  them  away  with  a  flea  in  their  ear; 
nd  fiid,  No  fueh  boobies  could  tell  a  love-tale, 
'  bring  to  compliance  fweet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 

ill  young  Roger,  the  fmaiteft  of  all  the  gay  green, 

ho  lately  to  London  on  a  frulic  had  been, 

ime  home  nmch  in  provM  in  his  air  and  addrefs, 

lid  boldly  attack'd  her,  not  fearing  fuccefs. 

B  faid.  Heaven  form'd  fiich  ripe  lips  to  be  kifs'd  ; 

nd  prels'd  her  fo  clofeiy  (he  could  not  relift  ; 

nd  Qiew'd  ihe  dull  clowns  the  right  way  to  aflTaili 

nd  brought  to  his  willies  fweet  Nanct  the  vale. 
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The  way-worn  Traveller. 

FAINT  and  wearily  th^  way-worn  trayeJlefj'j  -y^^ 
Plods  uncheerily,  afraid  to  ftopiv  n  iirr  f 
Wandering  drearily,  a  fad  unraveller 

Of  the  mazes  tow'rd  the  mountain's  top. 
Doubting,  fearing,  while  his  courfe  he's  fteering, 

Cottages  appearing  as  he's  nigh  to  drop  ; 
Oh  how  brifkiy  then  the  way* worn  traveller 
Treads  the  mazes  tow'rd  the  mountain's  top. 

Though  fo  melancholy  day  has  paft  by, 

'Twould  be  folly  to  think  on't  more; 
Blythe  and  jolly  he  the  can  holds,  by. 

As  he's  fitting^  at  the  goat-herd's  door  : 
Eating,  quaffing,  at  paft  labours  laughing. 

Better  far  by  halt  in  ipirns  than  before  ; 
Ob  how  imerry  then  the  refled  traveller 

Seems,  while  Titttng  at  the  goat  herd's  door. 

Patrick  O'Neal. 

On  April  the  fir  ft  1  fet  rfF  like  a  fdn^, ' 
Froin  Kilkenny  to  Dublin,  to  fee  L^i^A  r^  rce  0*rool, 
My  mother's  thirci  coufin;,  who  often  wrote  down, 
For  to  eome  and  to  fee  how  he  flourifh'd  in  town.  * 
I  had  fcarce  fet  a  foot  in  the  terrible  place, 
Before  a  fpalpeen  carr.e  and  ftar'd  in  my  facf---- 
He  call'd  to  a  prefs  gang— -they  carre  wiibout  fail, 
And  foon  neck  and  crop  carried  Patrick  O  Neal. 

They  fcamper'd  awpy^  as  they  thought,  uith  a  prize. 
Taking,  me  for  a  failcr,  ycu  fee,  in  difguife  ; 
But  a  terrible  blirader  they  made  in  iheir  ft  rife, 
For  I  ne'er  faw  a  ihip,  ricr  the  fea,  in  my  life. 
Then  ftraight  to  a  tender  they  made  me  repair, 
But  of  tendeinefs  devil  a  morfel  was  there  ; 
Och  !  1  ramp'd  and  I  cursed,  but  it  did  bo t  avail, 
Till  a  great  fwimming  caftle  met  P?itrick  O'NeaL, 
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hU  big  fwimming  teaf  rolPd  about  in  the  tide, 
lid  sU  her  front  teeth  (ticking  fafl  by  her  fide; 
^here  they  bid  me  to  mount,  and  be  fure  for  to  keep 
aft  hold  by  my  trotters  for  fear  I  (honld  trip- 
let  go  my  hands  and  ftuck  faft  with  n  y  toes, 
Lud  (how  it  could  happen,  the  Lord  above  knows) 
ell  plump  m  the  water,  and  fplalh'd  like  a  whale, 
j*ill  pretty  well  pickled  v/as  P^itrick  O  Neal. 

yid  a  great  fwell  ot  laughter  they  hoilled  me  in 
.""o  this  huge  wooden  world,  full  of  riot  and  din  ; 
Vhat  firings  and  what  pullies  attracted  my  eye, 
Lnd  how  large  were  the  ftieets  that  >were  hung  out  to 
dry.' 

t  feemM  Noah^s  ark,  ftaff'd  with  different  gueftsj 
iogs,  pedlars,  geefe;  failors,  and  all  other  beafts  : 
iiome  drank  bladders  of  gin,  fome  drank  pitchersof  ale 
Vhilefome  fat  and  laugh'd  at  poor  Patrick  O'Neal.' 

Then  to  go  down  below  I  expreft  a  great  wifti, 
iVhere  they  livM  under  water,  like  fo  many  filh ; 
[  was  clapt  in  a  mefs  with  fome  of  the  crew, 
they  call'd  U  banyan  day— fo  gave  me  burgoo : 
for  a  bed  Vd  a  fack  fwung  as  high  as  my  chin. 
They  call'd  it  a  hammock,  and  bade  me  get  in  ; 
L  took  a  great  leap,  but  my  footing  was  frail, 
For  clean  overcanted  was  Patrick  O  Neal. 

The  devil  a  wink  I  could  deep  all  the  night, 
j^nd  awoke  the  next  morn  in  a  terrible  fright ; 
Up  hammock — down  che[tsj  they  began  for  to  bawl. 
Here's  a  Frenchman  in  fight — Sure,  fays  I,  is  that  all? 
Then  we  haul'd  up  our  large  window  (butters  with 
fpeed, 

And  ran  out  our  bull  dogs  of  true  Englidv  breed. 
While  the  creatures  gave  mouth  I  held  faft  by  the  tail. 
And  they  kicked  and  ran  over  poor  Partrick  0<Neal. 

Thus  we  rattled  away,  by  my  foul,  hdo  a  hob, 

Till  the  Frenchman  gave  up,  as  he  thought  a  bad  job : 
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To  tie  him  behind,  a  large  cord  they  did  bring, 
And  we  led  him  along  like  a  pig  in  a  firing. 
Then  home  tooM  England  we  dragf? *d  the  French  boy 
Och,  the  fight  of  the  land  made  me  fea-fick  for  joy  ; 
They  made  up  a  peace  and,  the  war  growing  ftalc, 
Set  all  hands  adrift,  with  poor  Patrick  O'Neal. 

So  you  fee  on  dry  land  a  fafe  courfe  I  can  fteer, 
Neither  cat-htad,  nor  cat  block,  nor  any  cat  fear  ; 
While  there's  fliot  in  rhe  locker,  I'll  fing,  I'll  be  bound 
And  Saturday  night  (hall  laft  a! I  the  week  round. 
But  (ince  king  and  country  n^w  call  us  amain, 
By  the  piper  of  Leinller,  Vl\  venture  again, 
Make  an'  ther  dry  voyage — bring  home  a  frefti  tale, 
And  you'll  laugh  till  you  cry  at  poor  Patrick  O'Neal. 

The  Soldier^ s  Return. 

y  "TT^  WAS  in  the  evening  of  a  wintry  day, 

1      When  fafe  reti3rning  from  a  long  campaign, 

Allan,  o'erroil'd,  and  weary  with  the  way, 
Came  home  to  fee  his  Sally  once  again. 

His  batter'd  arms  he  carelefslv  threw  down, 

And  view'd  his  Saiiy  vith  eniaptur'd  eyes ; 
But  (he  received  him  vvith  a  modeli  frown  ; 

She  knew  not  Allan  in  his  rough  difguife. 
His  hair  was  knotted,  and  his  beard  unlhorn  ; 

His  icatter'd  'cf>utrements  ab^ur  him  hung  ; 
A  tear  of  pleasure  did  his  cheeks  adorn. 

And  bh  flings  fell  in  tf»nents  from  his  tongue. 

*«  Am  I  f o  alter'd  by  this  cruel  trade, 

That  you  yrur  faithfui  Allan  have  forgot  I 
Or  has  your  heart  urto  fome  other  ftray'd  ? 

Ah  !  why  did  i  efcape  the  murd'ring  fliot  V* 
When  this  (he  heard,  her  wonted  colour  fled. 

She  ran  and  funk  opon  her  AUan^s  bread. 
All  pa!e,  awhile  (he  Icok'd  like  one  that's  dead  ; 

He  kifs'd,  (he  breathed,  and  all  hex  love  confefs'd* 
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Oh  !  b7  delight,  though  alter'J  as  thou  art, 
Reduc'd  by  honefl  courage  to  this  ftate, 

hou  art  trie  golden  treafure  of  my  heait. 
My  Jong-loft  husband,  and  my  wilh'd  for  mate!" 

Come  all  hands ^  Ahoy  ! 

'^OME  all  hands  ahoy  to  the  anchor, 
1^  From  our  friends  and  relations  to  go ; 
oil  blubbers  and  cries.  Devil  thank  her. 

She'll  foon  take  another  in  tow. 
his  breeze,  like  the  old  one,  will  kick  us 

About  on  the  boifterous  main  ; 
nd  one  day,  if  death  ftiould  not  nick  us. 

Perhaps  we  may  come  back  again, 
fith  a  will-ho  then  pull  away,  joUy  boys. 

At  the  mercy  of  fortune  we  go  ; 
feVe  in  for't,  then  damme  what  folly,  boys 
iFor  to  be  down  hearted,  yo  ho  ! 

ur  Boatfwain  takes  care  of  the  rigging. 
More  fpecially  when  he  gets  drunk  : 
be  Bobttay  luppUes  him  with  fvvigging, 
I  He  the  cable  cuts  up  for  old  junk  : 
le  ftudding  ful  ferves  for  his  hammock, 
,  With  the  clue-lines  he  bought  him  his  call, 
^hile  Enfigns  and  Jacks  in  a  mammock 
He  fold  to  buy  trinkets  for  Poll, 
j  v^'^ith  a  will-ho,  &c. 

f  the  Purfer  this  here  is  the  maxim. 
Slops,  grog,  and  provifion  he  facks  : 
3w  he'd  look  if  you  was  but  to  ax  him. 
With  the  Captain's  clerk,  who  'tis  goes 
fnacks  ; 
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Oh  !  he*d  find  it  another  guefs  ftofy. 

That  would  bring  his  bare  back  to  the  cat, 
If  his  Majefty's  honour  ^nd  glory- 
Was  only  juft  told  about  that. 

With  a  will-ho,  &c. 
Our  Chaplain's  both  holy  and  godly, 

And  fets  us  for  heaven  agog  ; 
Yet  to  my  mind  he  looks  rather  odly. 

When  he's  fwearing  and  drinking  of  grog: 
Whep  he  took  on  his  knee  Betty  Bowfer, 

And  talk'd  of  her  beauty  and  charms. 
Cried  I,  which  is  the  way  to  heaven  now,  fir? 
*  Wily,  you  dog/  fayS  the  Chaplain,  *  her' 
arms  !*  With  a  will-ho,  &c. 

The  Gun^er^s  a  devil  of  a  bubber, 

The  Carfindo  can't  fifti  a  maft. 
The  Surgeon's  a  lazy  land  lubber. 

The  M after  can't  fteer  if  he's  aft ; 
The  Lieutenants  conceits  are  all  wrapt  in, 

The  Mates  fcarccly  merit  their  flip, 
Nor  is  "there  a  fwab,  but  the  Captain, 
Knows  the  ftem  fronn:  the  ftern  of  thelhip. 

With  a  will-ho,  &c. 
Now  fore  and  aft  having  abus'd  them. 

But  juft  for  my  fancy  and  gig, 
Cou*d  1  find  any  one  that  i!l-us'd  them. 

Damn  me,  but  Td  tickle  his  wig. 
Jack  never  was  known  for  a  raiier, 

'Twas  fun  ev'ry  word  that  I  fpoke. 
And  the  fign  of  a  true-^hearted  failor 
Is— to  give  and  to  take  a  good  joke.f 
With  a  wilUho,  &c* 
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Bonny  Bet^  Sweet  Blossom. 

O  more  Til  court  the  town«-bred  fair. 
Who  ftiines  in  artificial  beauty, 
or  native  charm?,  without  compare. 

Claim  all  my  love,  refpect  and  duty. 
)h,  my  bonny  bonny  Bet,  fweet  bloffom, 

Was  I  a  king,  fo  proud  to  wear  thee, 
'rom  off  the  verdant  couch  Td  bear  thee, 
To  grace  thy  faithful  lover^s  bofom. 
Oh,  my  bonny^  bonny  Bet,  &c. 

fet  afk  me  where  thofe  beauties  lie, 
I  cannot  fay,  in  fmile  or  dimple, 

n  bloomJog  cheek  or  radiant  eye  ; 
*Tis  happy  nature,  wild  and  fimple. 

Oh,  my  bonny,  &g. 

,et  dainty  beaux  for  ladles  piiie. 
And  figh  in  numbers  trite  and  common  ; 

fe  gods,  one  darling  wifli  be  mixie. 
And  all  1  afk  is — lovely  woman. 
:.  vc  -  :i •    Oh,  my  bonny,  &c, 

^ome,  deareft  girl,  the  rofy  bowl, 
Like  thy  bright  eye  with  pleafure  dancing  ; 
Vly  heaven  art  thou,  fo  take  my  foul. 
With  rapture  every  fenfe  entrancing. 
^  Oh  !  my  bonny,  &c. 

Sdrk^  the  bonny  Christ  Church  Bells. 

HARK,  the  bonny  Chrift-Church  bells, 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix  ; 
Ifhey  found  fo  great,  fo  wondrous  fweet. 
And  they  trowl  fo  merrily,  merrily. 
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Hark,  the  firft  an<i  fecond  bell. 

That  ev'ry  day,  at  four  and  ten. 
Cries,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come  to 
prayers!. 

And  the  Verger  trips  before  the  Dean. 
Tingle,  tingle,  ting,  goes  the  fmall  bell  at 

To  call  the  bearers  home  ;  [nine. 
But  there's  ne'er  a  man  will  leave  his  can. 

Till  he  hears  the  mighty  Tom. 

The  Golden  Days  of  Queen  Befs. 


O  my  mufe  give  attention,  and  deem  it  n©t  a 
myftery, 


If  we  jumble  together  n  ufic,  poetry  and  hlftory, 
The  tirnes  to  difplay,  in  the  days  of  Queen  Befs,  fir, 
Whofe  name  and  whofe  memory  pafterity  may  biefs, 

O  the  golden  days  of  good  Queen  Befs ! 

Merry  be  the  memor}'  of  good  Queen  Befs. 

Then  'v^e  l^ugh'd  at  the  hwgbeais  of  Dons  and  Ar- 
madas, 

With  their  gunpowder  prffs  and  iheir  bluflering  bra- 
vadoes, 

Fcr  we  knew  how  to  manage  both  the  mufket  and 

the  bow,  fir,  ^ 
And  could  bring  down  a  Spaniard  juft  as  eafy  as  a 

crow,  fir. 

Then  our  ft  reels  were  ur.pav'd,  and  our  hcufcs  «n- 
thatchM,  fir. 

Our  windows  were  lattlc'd,  rnr  doors  only  latch'd,  fir; 
Yen  fr  few  were  the  folk  that  would  plunder  or  rob,  fir, 
That  the  hangman  was  ftarving  for  want  of  a  job,  fir. 

Then  rnr  ladies  with  large  ruffs  tied  round  about  the 
peck  faft, 

Would  gobble  up  a  pound  of  beefsteaks  for  their 
breakfaft ; 
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White  a  clofe  quill'd  up  coif  their  noddles  juft  fit,  fir. 
And  they  trufb'd  up  as  t'ght  as  a  rabbit  for  the  ipit,  fir 
Then  jerkins  and  doublets,  &  yellow  worked  hofe,  Gr, 
With  a  huge  pair  of  whifk^rs  was  the  drefs  of  oar 
beaux,  fir; 

Strong  beer  they  p^eferr'd  too  to  cl^iiet  or  hocV,  fir. 
And  no  pouiiry  they  prized  like  the  wing  of  an  ox  fir. 

Good  neighbourhood  then  was  aspl^nty  too  as  beef  fir 
And  the  poor  from  the  rich  never  wanted  relief,  fir  • 
While  merry  went  the  miU  ciack,  the  fhuttle  aad  thti 
plough,  fir, 

And  honed  men  could  liv^i  by  tlie  f^'eatof  their  bro<v, 
fir. 

Then  the  folks  every  Sunday  went  twice  at  lead  to 
church,  fir. 

And  never  Itft  the  parfon  or  his  fermon  in  the  lurch, 
fir, 

For  they  jadgM  that  the  Sabbath  was  for  people  to 

be  good  in,  ill 
And  they  thought  it  S;*bbath  breaking  if  they  diuM 

without  a  pudding,  fir. 

Then  our  great  men  were  good,  and  our  good  men 

were  gie;»t  fir, 
And  the  props  of  the  nation  were  the  pillars  of  the 

ftace,  fir, 

For  the  Sov'ieign  and  the  fibject  one  interest  fup- 
ported, 

And  our  powerful  alliance  by  all  powers  then  was 
courted. 

Thus  renown'das  they  liv*d  all  the  days  of  their  lives, 
fir, 

B  ight  examples  of  glory  to  ihofe  who  furvive,  fir. 
May  we  their  defeencants  pnifue  the  fame  ways,  fir, 
That  King  George  like  Queen  befs  may  have  his 

goiden  days,  fir, 
And  may  a  longer  reign  of  gloiy  and  fuccefs. 
Make  his  nanie  eclipfe  the  fame  of  good  Queen  Befs. 
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Ballinamona  Oro. 

YOU  know  I'm  your  prieft,  and  your  confcience 
is  mine. 

But  if  you  ^row  wicked,  'tis  not  a  good  fign  ; 
So  leave  off  yonr  raking^  and  marry  a  wife,  jji" 
And  then,  my  dear  boy,  you  are  fettled  for  life. 
Sing  Baliinamona  oro, 
A  good  merry  wedding  for  me. 


Can 


The  banns  being  publifh'd,  to  chapel  we  gov 
The  bride  and  bridemaidens  in  robes  white  as  fnow ; 
So  modeft  her  air,  and  fo  flieepfOi  your  look, 
You  out  with  your  ring»  and  I  pull  out  my  book. 
Sing  Ballinamona  oro, 
A  good  merry  wedding  for  me. 

I  thumb  out  the  place,  and  I  then  read  away-— 
She  bluflies  at  love  and  fhe  whifpers  obey  ; 
You  take  her  dear  hand  for  to  have  and  to  hold, 
1  Ihut  up  your  book,  and  I  pock^it  your  gold. 
Sing  Baliinamona  oro, 
A  fnug  little  guinea  for  me. 


Irc 


n 


Bi 


The  neighbours  wifli  joy  to  ihe  bridegroom  and  ^ride;  j 
The  pipers  before  us,  you  march  fide  by  fide  ; 


A  plentiful  dinner  gives  mirth  to  each  face  ; 
The  piper  play^  up»  and  myfelf  1  fay  grace. 
Sing  B  allinamona  oro, 
A  nice  wedding  dinner  for  nie. 

The  joke. now  goes  round,  and  the  flocking  is  thrown; 
The  cui tains  arc  drawn,  and  you're  both  left  alone  : 
'Tis  then,  my  dear  boy,  I  believe  you  at  home  ; 
And  hey  for  a  chriR'ning  in  nine  months  to  come  : 
Sing  Baliinamona  oro, 
A  good  merry  chrifl'ning  for  me. 


N 
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I  Love  Thee. 

«  Cj  ANST  thou  forget  life's  fweeteft  hour  ? 
3anft  thou  forget  the  woodbine  bower  ? 
vVIiere,  in  one  mild  delicious  eve, 
fAj  faltering  lips  fir  ft  dar'd  to  breathe 

I  love  thee, 

Ground  thy  form  my  arm  was  twin'd, 
,  :Jpon  my  neck  thy  cheek  reclin'd, 
'  I^A^hen,  bending  o'er  thy  lift'ning  ear, 
breathM,  in  fighs  of  hope  and  fear, 

I  love  thee. 

Thy  blufiiing  cheek  then  gently  raised,  ^ 
Upon  my  face  a  moment  gaz'd, 
Then  inttant  on  my  breaft  concealed 
rhofe  eyes,  whofe  bluftiing  looks  reveal'd 

Move  thee. 

But,  ah  !  'twas  not  the  glance  alone. 
Told  me  thy  heart  m?as  all  my  own : 
bTo,  from  thy  lips  a  murmur  ftole, 
Which  whifper'd  to  my  ravifli'd  foul, 

1  love  thee. 

Twas  then  I  knew  affection's  kifs, 
Twas  then  I  felt  of  heaven's  bhfs  ; 
?'or  fure  'tis  heavenly  blifs  we  feel, 
When  lips  of  innocence  reveal 

I  love  thee. 
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But  woe  betide  the  cruel  hour 
That  tore  my  Helen  from  the  bower  j 
For  now,  in  glittering  pomp  array'd, 
She's  quite  torgot  that  e'er  (he  faid, 

I  love  thee. 

Ah  !  Helen,  when  the  grave  (hall  flirine 
This  broken  heart,  which  once  was  thin( 
Wilt  thou  recall  that  blifsful  eve. 
When  timid  love  hrft  dar'd  to  breathe, 

I  love  thee/ 

And  finding  then  that  fortune's  beam 
Sheds  but  a  pale  and  (ickly  gleam, 
Thou'lt  wifti  that  heart  that's  ceas'd  to  bej 
'Could  hear  thy  lips  again  repeat 

1  love  thee.  - 

The  lafl  Shilling, 

AS  penfive  one  rrght  in  my  garret  I  fat,  i 
My  laft  (hilling  produc'd  on  the  tnble. 
That  adventurer,  cried  I,  might  a  hiftory  relate, 

If  to  think,  and  to  fpeak,  't  were  able- 
Whether  fancy  or  magic  'tvsas  play'd  nne  a  freak, 

The  face  feem'd  with  life  to  be  fi  ling  ; 
And  cried,  i/iftantly  Ipeaking,  or  feeming  to  fpeal^ 
Pay  attention  to  me  thy  iait  (hiiiing 

It  was  once  the  iaft  coin  of  the  law,  a  fad  limb,  I 

Who  in  cheating  was  ne'er  known  to  falter. 
Till  at  length  brought  to  j  alt  ice,  the  law  cheated  hi 

And  he  paid  me  to  buy  hinr?  a  halter. 
A  jack  tar,  all  his  rhino  but  me  at  an  end, 

With  pieafure  io  hearty  and  willing, 
The'  hungry  him f elf,  to  a  poor  diilieU  friend, 

Wifti'd  it  hundreds — and  gave  his  laft  (hilang.  j 
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Twas  the  wife  of  his  mefsmate,  whofe  gliftening  eye, 

With  pleafure  ran  o'er  as  (he  view'd  me  : 
She  changed  me  for  bread  as  her  child  Hie  heard  cry, 

And  at  prirting  with  tears  (he  bedew'd  me : 
But  I've  other  fcenes  kno  wn,  riot  leading  the  way, 

Pale  want  their  poor  families  chilling. 
While  rakes  in  their  revels,  the  piper  to  pay, 

Have  fpurn'd  me,  their  beft  ftiend  and  laft  ftiilling. 

Thou  thyfelf  haft  been  thoughtlefs,  for  profligates  bail, 

But  to  morrow  all  care  fliall  we  bury. 
When  my  little  hiftory  thou  ofFerst  for  lale — 

In  (he  interim  fpend  me  and  be  merry. 
Never,  never,  cried  I.  thou'rt  my  Mentor,  my  Mufe, 

And  grateful  thy  dictates  fulfilling, 
I'll  hoard  thee  in  my  heart-* Thus  men  counfel  refafe. 

Till  the  lecture  comes  from  the  laft  (hilling. 


A  Tear  and  a  Sigh. 

TN  Weeping  the  maid  whom  I  lov'd  with  efteem, 
*  How  tranfient  do  life  and  its  comforts  appear  ! 
Its  brighteft  enjoyment  diffoives  to  a  dream, 
And  ali  that  is  lelt  is — a  figh  and  a  tear. 

The  rapture  that  fwell'd  in  my  Rofamond's  breaft, 
The  langoiir  th»t  play'd  in  her  love-breeding  eye, 
Beneath  the  cold  tui  f  are  for  ever  fupprefs'd, 
And  nothing  is  left  but— a  tear  and  a  figh. 

,^And  yet  theie's  a  confifort  in  thinking  cf  thofe, 
r   Whofe  virtue  before  us  fo  frequently  rife; 
■^Amild  conlolation  fteals  over  our  woes, 

And  grief  has  a  charm  in  it — tears  and  its  fighs. 
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The  Soldier  Tired. 

THE  Soldier  tired  of  war's  alarms, 
Forfwears  the  clang  of  hoftile  arm 
And  fcorns  the  fpear  and  Ihield  j 
But  if  the  brazen  trumpet  found, 
He  burns  with  conquest  to  be  crowh*d. 
And  dares  again  the  field* 

The  Garland  of  Rojes. 

HOW  fweet  are  the  flowers  that  grow  by-  j 
^  '^fountain, 

And  fweet  are  the  cowGips  that  fpangle  the  gro 
And  fweet  is  the  breeze  that  blows  over  the  mou  ni 
But  fweeter  by  far  is  the  lad  that  I  love. 
Then  1*11  weave  a  gay  garland, 
A  frefh  blowing  garland, 
Wijh  lilies  and  rofes,  ; 
And  fweet  blooming  ppfies  % 
I'll  weave,  &c. 
To  give  to  the  iad  my  heart  tells  me  I  love. 

It  was  down  in  the  vale,  where  the  fweet  I'orijja  jjlid 
In  murmuring  ftreams,  ripples  thro*  the  dark  grd 

I  own'd  what  1  telt  all  my  ptiffion  confiding, 
To  eafe  the  fond  fighs  of  the  lad  that  I  love. 
Then  ril  weave  him,  &c. 

The  Merry  Soldier. 

'VTTTHO'LL  ferve  the  king?'  cried  the  ferje 
VV  aloud. 

Roll  went  the  drafn  and  the  fife  play'd  fweetly 
*  Here,  Mailer  Serjeant,'  faid  I,  from  the  crowd, 
•  1$  a  lad  who  will  anfwer  your  purpofe  complete 
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My  father  was  a  corporal,  and  well  he  knew  his  trade. 
Of  women,  wine,  and  gunpowder,  he  never  was  afraid : 

He*d  march,  fight— Left»  right, 

Fronts  flank— Centre  rank. 

Storm  the  trenches— Court  the  wenches, 

Lov'd  the  rattle— Of  a  battle, 
'      Died  with  glory.^ — Livsis  in  ftory  ; 
And,  like  him,  I  found  a  foldier*s  life,  if  taken  fmooth 
and  rough, 

A  very  merry,  hey  down  derry,  fort  of  life  enough* 

•Hold  up  your  head,'  faid  the  fer jeant  at  drill, 

Roll  wept  the  drum,  and  the  fife  played  loudly  ; 
«  Turn  out  your  toesj  fir  i'  faid  1  *  Sir,  I  will,* 

For  a  nimble-wrifted  round  rattan  the  fer  jeant 
llourifi)'d  proudly* 
My  father  died  when  corporal,  but  I  ne'er  turn'dmy 
back, 

Till  promoted  to  the  halbert,  I  wasferjeant  ina  crack, 

Iri  fword  and  fafh' — Cut  a  dafh, 
'      Spurred  and  booted— Next  recruited, 

Hob,  and  clod— Awkward  fquad, 

Then  began — my  rattan, 

When  boys  unwilling — Came  to  drilling. 
Till  made  the  colonel's  orderly— -Then  who  but  I  fo 

bluff,  : 

.Led  a  very  merry,  hey  down  derry,  fort  of  life  enough. 

«  Homeward,  my  lads,*  cried  the  general,  hi3zza! 

Roll  went  the  drum,  and  the  fife  piay'd  cheerly ; 
i^.To  quick  time  we  footed,  and  fung  all  the  way, 
Hey  !  for  the  pretty  girls  we  love  fo  dearly* 
My  father  pafs'd  his  time,  I'm  told,  in  buftle,  jars, 
and  itrife  ; 

Andj  like  him,  being  fond  of  noife,  I  mean  to  take  a 
wife, 

S6on  as  mifs — Bluflies  yes, 
Rii^g^j  gloves—- Dears,  loVes, 
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Balls  tingmg— -Comrades  ringing,  ' 
tidney  moon— ^FinifliM  foon. 
Panting,  fighing— Children  crying, 
Perhaps  a  wedded  lite  may  prove,  it  taken  fmoot! 
and  rough, 

A  very  merry,  hey  down  derry,  fort  of  life  enottgh. 

A  Sailor^ s  Love. 

A SAILOR'S  love  is  void  of  art, 
Plain-faiiing  to  his  port,  the  heart, 
He  kr\ow8  no  jealous  folly  :  i 
*Tis  hard  enough  at  fea  to  war 
With  boift'rous  elenients  that  jar—  \ 
All's  peace  with  lovely  Polly. 

Enough  that,  far  from  fight  of  (hore. 
Clouds  frown,  and  angry  billows  roar  j 

Still  is  he  brifl^  and  jolly  : 
And,  while  caroufing  with  his  mates. 
Her  health  he  drinks — anticipates 

The  fmiles  of  Lovely  Polly* 

Should  thunder  on  th'  horizon  prefs. 
Mocking  our  fignals  of  diftrefs  : 

E'en  then  dull  melancholy 
Dares  not  intrude      he  braves  the  din,  j 
In  hopes  to  find  a  calm  within  | 

The  fnowy  arms  of  Polly^  ' 

FINIS.  I 

Marfliall,  Printer,  Newcastle. 
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